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thing charming and unsophisticated, radiant with
youth, soft white lace, with a bertha of lilies-of-
the-valley round the shoulders. Virginal. Young.
Hilda Neale hated the sight of it. And, she told
herself, this would go on, unless Charles opened
his eyes wider.

If she were the one to tell him, he would only
say, and possibly with every cause, that it was
jealousy. If she drew his attention to it, she would
weaken her own cause/

On the morning of the dance she was busy in
the library. At this time of year the wood was all
repaired. The carving had become soiled, and
the polishers came down from London and worked
here. It was something in the shape of a spring
clean.

Today the polishers had gone, and the maids
were putting the place to rights again. Hilda
Neale came into the room and looked at it. On
one side three portraits were standing, stacked
back against the wall; she went to them and
looked at them. Charles' mother, a fine-looking
woman with a long proud nose, and little fair curls
arranged in a fringe along her brow. A portrait
of his great-grandfather, wearing a naval uniform;
the picture of himself in silk. She looked closely
at it, and saw how much he had changed during
these last few years; it was his illness, for although
he made light of the pain, she knew that it was
intense. He might argue that it was not growing
worse, but she understood by the little tight line
between his brows, the dull, unhappy look which
came to his eyes in an attack and die way that his
hands fluttered, that it was growing worse